Little Free Press 


#114 "food for thought since 1969" Reprinting Permissible FREE 


Who & What 

A very large group of writers, 
who have been promoted by the 
establishment to best seller status 
or highest audience rating status, 
have been messing with our rea¬ 
soning process. They have led us 
to the point where we now believe 
that: 

1. war is good for the economy. 

2. everything is going the way it 
must. 

3. we can’t change the way things 
are. 

4. it is normal for prices to rise 
every year or so. 

5. wages rise in direct proportion. 

6. we are not slaves and we are 
living in a free country. 

7. we are powerless. 

8. change is hopeless. 

9. government will take care of us. 

10. multi-national conglomerates 
are a good thing. 

11. kids don’t need to mind their 
parents and kids know more 
than their parents. 

12. violence is the norm. 

13.it is normal to have continuous 
wars going on in the world. 

Can you see that this is not the 
best way for the world to be run? 
Does this bring the maximum 
amount of happiness to the most 
people? Or do just a few people 
PROFIT from this arrangement of 
events and thinking? 

Would the majority be wise to 
change things around so that the 
majority could be happy too? 

It May Happen One Fine Day 
People all arrived at the same 
conclusion. They decided that 


giving was more fun than sell¬ 
ing. 


Everyone began giving all their 

products and services free-of- 

charge. No one was surprised that 
everyone was having more fun. 

Everyone was happy to get what 

they wanted free of charge. That 
was more fun than paying. Re¬ 
ceiving a gift is more joyous than 
making a purchase. 

People soon discovered that 
working for-free was much more 
fun than working for pay. Workers 
were treated much better as vol¬ 
unteers, than when they took pay 
and had to obey. 


This one little realization -- 


it is better to give than to sell. 


changed the entire world into a 
much happier and healthier place 
to live. 

No Fear 

The people had been afraid of 
one another. They didn’t trust 
anyone until they finally stopped 
taking-in the fear mongering mass 
media. They then soon discovered 
that almost everyone was trust¬ 
worthy, if given half a chance to 
be. 

How to: 

If you wish to end wars — you 
merely take away the reason to 
have them. 

If you wish to end pollution -- 
you merely take away the reason 
to pollute. 

If you wish to prevent crime — 
you merely take away the reason 
to commit crime. 

If you wish to end starvation — 
you merely take away the reason 
to make people starve. 

If you wish to eliminate taxes - 

- you merely take away the reason 
to have taxes. 

If you wish to cure dishonesty 

— you merely take away the rea¬ 
son for being dishonest. 

Q. What is the reason for all these 
bad things? A. Certain people 
make a PROFIT when they cause 
these bad things!!! 


When we quit using the Profit 
motive; there will be no reason 
to lie, cheat or steal. 


By doing things for people in¬ 
stead of for Profit; we will 
create a healthful happy world 
to live in. 


Wage-Raise Game 
Employers have been playing a 
Game with labor. When labor dis¬ 
covers it is not getting paid 
enough to live on, it demands a 
raise in wages. After much crying 
and arguing management reluc¬ 
tantly gives a small raise. Of 
course even though they brag 
about million dollar profits, they 
blame labor for their price in¬ 


crease. Consumers believe them. 
They never seem to understand 
that labor is being used as the 
scapegoat for the increase in prof¬ 
its that will follow. 

Then management immediately 
raises the price on their products. 
Labor doesn’t seem to notice this, 
but it soon finds out that it still 
doesn’t have enough wages to live 
on, so labor must beg for another 
raise. 

Price Raise Results 

The higher that prices get, the 
more the rich people’s property 
becomes worth. They just get 
richer and richer. 

Laborers never have quite 
enough money to live on, so they 
have not been able to buy invest¬ 
ments. So laborers become poorer 
and poorer. 

This is the catch 21 of the 
Profit/Wage Game. Labor is al¬ 
ways the loser and management 
the winner. 

Labor cannot win at this game, 
they have never won at this game, 
so they had darn well better invent 
a better game. Labor wouldn’t 
have troubles in the PES Game. 
When labor sees this, they will 
switch over to the Priceless 
Economic System. 

My Fifth River Trip 

Not too long after my drifting 
trip with Sea Horse, a neighbor 
told me about a wooden row boat 
that a friend of his had to sell. As 
I recall he wanted 15 dollars for it. 
Of course I couldn’t resist it. It 
had a little cowling at its bow. It 
was made to look like a 15 foot 
speed boat. I took most of the 
cowling off and just left enough to 
support a hole for a mast. 

I decided to make it into a sail¬ 
boat. I cut down a small locust tree 
in the back yard that had a fairly 
straight trunk that I used for a 
mast. I was able to get a boom 
from one of the limbs. I shaved 
the bark from these two spars and 
let them dry while I worked on 
the rest of the boat. 

I did a little patching where it 
looked liked it would leak. I found 
some scraps of wood in dumpsters 
to make a rudder and mounted 
that. Then I found some plywood 
to build a leeboard from. Then 
built slides on each side of the 
boat to insert the lee boards, (they 
are like center boards only they 
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are on the outside of the boat so I 
didn’t have to cut a hole into the 
center of the boat.) 

In a dumpster at the Children’s 
Theater I found a large piece of 
canvas that had a scene painted on 
one side that was used as a back¬ 
drop in the theater. This I was 
going to cut into a sail. 

My woman friend painted 
"Minneapolis to New Orleans" on 
both sides of this boat too. But I 
decided not to invite her on this 
trip. I figured on a trip without 
any arguing this time. 

A friend with a pick-up truck 
hauled it to a boat ramp below the 
old Washington Avenue Bridge and 
we launched it. I had my traveling 
gear all on board and I began my 
journey to New Orleans. 

It was rather late in the day 
and a rain storm was just starting. 
I don’t remember now, for the life 
of me, why I took-off in such 
weather. This must have been 20 
years or so ago. 

I didn’t know much about sail¬ 
ing except for a little I had read in 
books. My sail wasn’t finished. It 
was still more of a square than a 
triangle with half of the triangle 
just flapping in the strong wind. 

By the time it got dark, in this 
windy rain storm, I somehow 
managed to sail that thing as far as 
the Lake Street Bridge. I pulled it 
ashore under the bridge and then 
with my back pack took a city bus 
home. 

The next morning bright and 
early, I arrived at the place I had 
pulled my boat ashore. My boat 
was gone. There were tracks where 
someone had pushed my boat into 
the river. I started running down 
stream, looking for my boat. I got 
about three quarters of the way to 
the Ford Bridge, dam and locks 
when I spied my boat floating in 
the center of the river on its way 
towards the dam. 

I was trying to decide whether I 
could swim out to my boat before 
it got to the dam. Then I consid¬ 
ered whether or not my oars were 
still on board. While I was trying 
to decide this, a motor boat with 
two men in it pulled out from the 
locks and headed for my boat. 

What a relief that was! I didn’t 
have to make that decision. I hur¬ 
ried over to the locks and thanked 
the men for saving my boat and 
maybe my life besides. They were 
sure nice guys. 

They locked me through those 
tremendous locks and I rowed out 
to a little island below the locks 


and went ashore to cool down and 
set about cutting and sewing my 
sail. 

It was a splendid summer day 
and the wind must have been just 
right because it was then a piece 
of cake sailing down stream. Peo¬ 
ple fishing on shore here and there 
waved at me as I sailed merrily 
past. That sure felt good sitting 
there in the stern of my little sail¬ 
boat with one hand on the rudder, 
being in control of my life. 

I remember passing the Lilydale 
Marina at dusk. They had a bar 
there, but I didn’t stop. 

I was nearly to St. Paul and it 
was starting to get dark. I didn’t 
have any lights on the boat. Luck¬ 
ily there were no barges moving, 
that I can remember of. But the 
wind went down. I sculled a little 
with my rudder and moved a little. 
There was very little current. Fi¬ 
nally I had to break out the oars 
and row until I found a place that 
looked suitable to tie up for the 
night. 

There were a few trees that 
were blown over and laying in the 
river, so I pulled in and tied to 
one of them. I figured the barges 
would stay clear of them if there 
were any traveling during the 
night. 

I think I had removed all the 
seats in that little 15 foot row boat 
so that I could sleep on the bilge 
(the floor). I tried to sleep. The 
weather was perfect. I could see 
the starry sky but there was an oil 
barge pumping its oil to tanks on 
shore. Bump, bump, bump all 
night long. Well I couldn’t sleep. I 
was kind of scared too. There was 
nothing to be scared of. But I was 
a little scared. Or maybe I was 
lonely? I should have had a dog 
along. 

Anyway, I packed my best stuff 
in a plastic bag and left my boat. I 
started through the heavy growth 
of trees and discovered the fence 
of a junk yard. To get back to 
civilization I realized I had to cross 
that fence to get to any road. 

I did and as I was making my 
way through wrecked cars, I heard 
a dog growling, barking and get¬ 
ting nearer. I increased my speed 
and headed in a direction I hoped 
was a gate. I got to the gate and 
was just going over it when the 
guard dog reached me. I have told 
you before that I seem to be a 
lucky person. My luck held good 
again. 

Now which way should I go on 
this road was my next problem. I 


finally decided I’d go back toward 
the marina and use their phone 
and call a cab. 

After some walking I reached 
the Lilydale Marina which was run 
by a fellow named Brown. I or¬ 
dered a beer and told Mr. Brown 
of my adventures. (Later I heard 
my story got written up in the St. 
Paul paper.) 

Mr. Brown said that his son had 
seen me sail by. This gave me an 
idea. I asked him how he would 
like to buy my sailboat, sight-un¬ 
seen, for $15. He talked to his boy 
and he agreed. He handed me $15 
cash and I signed the boat license 
over to him that I had in my wal¬ 
let. 

I had left a lot of good stuff on 
the boat, like a brand new hatchet, 
a 12 pack of beer, a bottle of wine 
and I can’t remember what else. 

I had lots of fun in re-building 
and trying out that boat and again 
attempting to take the good old 
Mississippi to New Orleans. 

A year or so later I stopped in 
to see if Mr. Brown had any boats 
to sell and what do you suppose I 
saw as I drove into his yard? My 
old sailboat was there prominently 
displayed with a $25 for sale sign 
on it. That was a very pleasant 
surprise. I didn’t buy it back. I 
was tempted. 

Book Review 

THE INCREDIBLE VOYAGE by 
Tristan Jones 1977, Sheed 
Andreios & McMeel, Inc. 390 
pages. An exciting sailing ad¬ 
venture with some reveling incites 
into bureaucracy thrown in. 
Tristan throws us a little meat 
along with his adventures. In 
chapter 52 on page 328 he asked, 
"Why did we carry on against such 
impossible odds? ... Here is man’s 
destiny. To strive, to seek, to find; 
and not yield! Not to give away to 
sentimental claptrap, insidious 
temptations, not to retreat into 
ourselves, hoping to find a rea¬ 
son..." 

Chapter 59 page 374: "We must 
be able to exclude fear and 
despondency from our calculations 
at sea (or on shore) for the very 
simple reason that these two emo¬ 
tions do not serve any constructive 
purpose. They interfere with 
reaching a conclusion, finding a 
viable solution." 

Subscriptions 

Free, but send stamps for 
postage. Back issues available for 
postage. 

Reprinting Permissible FREE 

3-9-95 Ernest Mann 


#114 Little Free Press, 2714 First Avenue S., Minneapolis, MN 55408 Phone: 612-872-2930 page 2 




